The Quest 


Author: Sister Mary Badass 

Bands: Yes 

Characters: Bill Bruford, Chris Squire, Jon Anderson, Rick Wakeman, Steve Howe 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Sep 09 2013 09:22:48 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


The Quest 


Author's Notes: 
There are only so many times | can study Beowulf before | start writing bandfic. 


"Botheration," Jon hissed, vexed, as he shook the malfunctioning device. It was no use. It was dead. Dead as 
doornail. Dead as a stone doornail. Dead as a stone doornail in a crypt that had been sealed for centuries. 
He finally had the evening off to get off, and the batteries in his vibrator were dead. 


Think, he thought to himself, idly thumping the toy against his thigh. Where could he get batteries of the 
correct size? He didn't know the city - he didn't really know any of the cities on the damn tour, and he 
certainly didn't speak the language. 


That left his band. 


He stuck the vibe under his pillow - just in case someone came in - and went off in search of D batteries. He 


tiptoed his way down the hotel hallway, down the stairs, and out round the back where all the trucks and 


buses were kept. He was looking for Rick's rigging - Rick had the most equipment, some of it had to involve 
batteries. Therefore, Jon reasoned, he might just locate two in the correct size. 


He squeezed himself into the dim truck and started rooting around in the well-packed back. He found battery 
packs and sliding containers on the undersides of nearly everything, but nothing - nothing! Not one thing! - was 
the correct size. Frustrated, he threw a handful of the useless lumps of metal across the floor and clambered 


out of the truck in a huff, leaving minor destruction in his wake. 


He had to pass through the hotel bar on his way back to his room, and he wasn't ready to accept defeat quite 
yet. In the corner of the dim, crowded room, he spotted Steve, nursing a pint and next to him was his 
enormous, slightly bulging shoulder-bag. Man-bag. All right, it was a purse. But it was usefull And a twinkle alit 
in Jon's eye as he remembered Steve stuffing all sorts of useful things in there. Perhaps the power-stones he 
needed for his quest were held within 


Jon sidled along the back wall, quite small and hidden. Steve's attention had turned to Bill, who had appeared out 
of nowhere, but, unbeknownst to himself, was helping Jon's plan by distracting Steve. And Jon didn't want to 
explain himself, or interrupt their conversation, so he did the sensible thing. 


He dropped to the floor and crawled underneath the table, which fortuitously had a very tacky tablecloth 


draped over it. 

Steve and Bill's voices were muffled from beneath the table, but they were talking about jazz improvisations 
or impersonators or something. Jon didn't care at the moment. He carefully reached his hand up and grabbed 
what he thought was the purse/bag, but after one second of contact, realized it was too warm and solid. 


He yanked his hand off of Steve's thigh. 


Jon felt Steve twitch in surprise, and he held his breath, as far away under the table as he dared, but Steve's 
voice didn't even falter as he continued his sentence. But the tone changed, just a bit. Jon wasn't sure he had 
ever heard that inflection before. He watched as Steve ran his foot up Bill's leq underneath the table, all the 
way up to the very edge of the tablecloth - which was the inside of Bill's thigh. 

Bill coughed. 

"- I'd love to look for a station to listen too, but my radio's all out of batteries," Jon heard Steve say. 

"Oh. I've got plenty in my room," Bill commented casually. "You want some?" 

"Sure," Steve said as Jon rolled out from under the table and scuttled off like some sort of very small, very 


sexually frustrated woodland creature. If he could just get to Bill's room and snack some batteries, he could be 


out before they finished their drinks. 


They must have chugged, because Jon was still rooting around under the bed when he heard the door open 


Damn and blast, he thought. Now he would have to wait. 


Bill had had batteries - A, triple-A, all the way up to C, but not one in the size Jon needed! He needed the D. 


Very, very much. 
He heard Steve set his purse down with a thump and Jon prepared for a brief transaction 
Then he heard another thump. 


Jon had just realized it was the exact thump of a medium-to-small size person being gently pushed against a 


wall when he heard soft, sort of smoochy sounds and - yep - breathy moaning. 
Ohhh, Jon was in so much trouble. 


He heard the bed above him, and he settled himself in for a wait. It nearly drove him damn mad, it did - being 
able to hear and not to see, although what he could hear certainly sounded like fun. Judging from the pattern 
of the squeaking bedsprings, and a small noise that could have been blunt fingernails raking briefly against a 
wall, Steve was probably riding Bill and Jon hoped they didn't break the bed that would be very bad for 
everyone, especially him. It was quite warm on the floor, he thought, stalwartly trying to distract himself 
from his arousal. Wasn't the floor supposed to be cooler? Geothermal physics? 


Finally, Steve and Bill finished their explosive first round and moved their tryst to the shower. As soon as the 
bathroom door was shut, he rolled out from under the bed and slipped out of the door as quietly as he could. 


Shaking and pulling dust bunnies from his hair, Jon limped back down the hall in defeat. He resigned himself to a 
half-heated wank, and maybe when he got around to a city that spoke English he could buy some damn 


batteries. Or France, he thought. He could probably make the necessary transactions in French. 


When he opened his door, he was greeted by Christopher Squire, sitting on the bed, with one hand under the 


pillow. 
"Um - h-hello, Chris," Jon greeted. 


"Hello, Jon," Chris replied. "I thought you could use these.” With his other hand, he held out his palm, and Jon 
thought he would weep for joy. 


Two D batteries, gleaming like a golden treasure-hoard. 
"Let me give you a hand," Chris grinned. 
Later, when Jon was tied to the headboard and Chris had one hand slowly twisting the vibrator and one hand 


over Jon's mouth to muffle the screams, another scream echoed up from the parking lot, several stories 


below. 


"Who the hell trashed my trailer?!" 


